The George Sand-
was going on in the depths of my being? I don't know. What
is certain, is, that I was very ill in an indefinable way. But now,
I am better. Since the end of January, Madame Bovary and
Salammbo have belonged to me and I can sell them. I am
doing nothing about it, preferring to do without the money
rather than to exasperate my nerves. Such is your old trou-
badour.

I am reading all sorts of books and I am taking notes for
my big book which will take five or six years to write, and I am
thinking of two or three others. There will be dreams for a
long time, which is the principal thing.

Art continues to be "in the marasmus," as M. Prudhomme
says, and there is no longer any place in this world for people
with taste. One must, like the rhinoceros, retire into solitude,
and await one's death.

CCLIL    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT, IN PARIS

Nohant, 15 March, 1873

Well, my old troubadour, we can hope for you very soon,
I was worried about you. I am always worried about you. To
tell the truth, I am not happy over your ill tempers, and your
prejudices. They last too long, and in effect they are like an
illness, you recognize it yourself. Now, forget; don't you
know how to forget? You live too much in yourself and you
get to consider everything in relation to yourself. If you were
an egoist, and a conceited person, I would say that it was a
normal condition; but with you who are so good and so generous
it is an anomaly, an evil that must be combated. Rest assured
that life is badly arranged, painful, irritating for everyone;
but do not neglect the immense compensations which it is un-
grateful to forget.
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